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| The Rolling Taylor, y/ 
13 Tune The Rolling Saller. 5 a 5; 


A} | 1 Nt 
Fa, 1'M the toaſt of half the city, | 
For mv ſhapes I bear the 8ELIE; 
Tom, the Taylor, ſavs I'm pretty; * . 
* | 6 Tom himſelf looks pretty well. } 
"3g | Chorus at the end of each verſe. © 
88 Oh! the handſome Rotting TAYLOR, V 
None can roll it ſo like he; 
11 Obi my little Rolling Taylor, 
4 Blitbe and merry may be be. 


2 oF Once a noiſy, roving Sailor, 

1 Mili wife wou'd be; 

No, ſays I, the little Taylor 
Is the Lad that's made for me. 


. | On Sunday firſt the Taylor ſaw me z 
= | I was trick d out neat and nice; 

Rr Up, then, ſteps my little Tommy, 

ID | And he kiſs'd me in a trice. 


I - , - Ob! his kiſs was ſweet as honey; 
| Little Tom is my delight; 


Ak „ Then he rogue he looks ſo funny, 
14 , I his wig, ald ſtockings white. 


Tommy thinks that I'm a heireſs 
When were marry'd, what a pair! 
Yes, I'll be my Lady Mayoreſs, | 
n my Tom is made Lord Mayor, 
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